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What a starnge day. 
*~VINCE~*~ 


Halics: Vince's thoughts 


"Where's Nikki Sixx's room, | need to talk to that bastard!" | spat angrily at the receptionist, whose face had 
faded from a wide smile to that of a person who looked like they had been slapped around the face. 


"Um..! can't distribute that information to you," she stuttered, shaking her head as her bottom lip trembled in 


fear and her eyes wandered to the bulging vein that was pulsing angrily on my forehead. 
The pupils in my eyes narrowed and part of me couldn't believe what | had just heard. 


"Ex-excuse mel" | had to dig my fingers into the wood on the counter to stop myself from ripping my hair 
out. 


"|. can't.it's against the rules, you could be some crazed fan of Nikki Sixx and | can't tell you his room 
number," she explained further. 


Fucking bitch, give me his fucking room number! 
'Listen.." | looked at her nametag, "Linda. Are you kidding me with this shit? ‘Crazed fan?! Listen, if I'm fucking 
anything to Nikki Sixx, | am not a fucking fan! !" | screamed at her, surprising myself that the chunk of wood | 


was digging my nails into on the counter hadn't been completely torn off. 


Her face had now turned from terror to complete panic. She was torn between her job and her fucking life if 


she didn't give me Nikki's room number. 
| tried to calm myself down a minute because my anger was not winning me any points with this bitch. 


| forced on a smile and flicked back my blonde hair, leaning casually on my elbow and putting my hand on my 


hip seductively. 


"Linda, if you give me my band mate, Nikki's room number. | will give you, whatever you want," | laughed, 
winking at her and reconstructing my body until it was standing straight again 


"You're Mr. Sixx's band mate?" She asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Christ, is this brain science? No its not! | just want to punch the bastards face in and then leave, no fucking big 
deal!" 


"Yes," | wrestled my face into another big smile. 
"What is your name, may | ask?" She started to type on her computer and adjusted her preppy glasses on to 
the bridge of her nose. 


"Vince Neil," | sighed with relief, thinking that | was finally making some progress. 


Her eyes widened and she stared at me, "Oh, l'm so sorry Mr. Neil, | had no idea. You're with that band that's 
staying here, Motley Crue? | don't really know anything about these ‘rock bands' nowadays, I'm very-;" 


"It doesn't matter, just where's Nikki?" 
"Room 336, and again, | apologise." 


| banged my hand on the table, bit my bottom lip anxiously and walked swiftly up the stairs; Slamming my foot 
down on each step with ferocity. Mumbling all the while; 


"Fucking bastard..gonna get such a fucking beating for this..." 


| finally found Nikki's corridor and almost sprinted down it until | got to the room in question; Room 336. 


| didn't want to just knock on the door. | wanted to make Nikki realise just how fucking pissed | was with him. 


| backed away from the door up to the wall opposite it, and with one animalistic scream | ran back at the door 


and kicked it in, breaking the lock and possibly my foot. 


| kept in my girlish scream at having severely damaged the bones in my foot and walked into the room, scowl 


on my face as | came face to face with the brunette. 
"Vince..hi," Nikki said, uninterested by the fact | had just damaged his door. 


"Fuck up, Sixx," | hissed, walking over to the sofa he was sprawled out on, stepping on God-knows how many 
heroin needles until | actually got to him. 


"Don't you fucking talk to me like that you blonde fuck!" Nikki shouted, pushing himself up on the couch and 


into my face portentously. 

| lowered down closer to him, teeth bared in a primal threat of attack. 

"You have some fucking nerve, you know that Sixx! You think you can just take my car and leave me down at 
that strip club while I'm totally drunk and have no idea what my fucking name is, let alone where the hotel 


wasl" | screamed, fists clenched at my side and eyes watering with pure rage. 


| told you | wanted to go, but you weren't listening. So | fucking went!" Nikki pushed me back from him harshly 
and stood up. 


"You took my new fucking PORSCHE!" 
He smirked, "Yeah | know." 


| veered back and punched him smack in the middle of his face. He was such a fucking cunt! He deserved to be 
shot. Sometimes he's my best friend and other times | want to kill him slowly. 


His hands shot up to his nose and blood was tricking down onto his lip. 
My eyes were clenched shut, just ready for him to hit back at me. But nothing came. 


| opened one eye, and | saw Nikki turned towards the window, leaning his forehead against the cool glass and his 


warm breath misting up a small area around were his mouth was. 


A small rush of guilt swept the inside of my stomach at having just punched him and not getting punched 
back. It didn't feel right somehow. | was always used to getting hit back, and it was unusual that | wasn't 
getting the bloody nose | had given him, returned. 


"Nikki?" | whispered slightly, breath getting caught in my throat as | walked forward a little closer to him. 
He turned his head around to face me, his eyes were slightly red and his nose was still bleeding. 


My entire mood changed. He looked like he had been crying, but Nikki doesn't cry. At least, I'd never seen him 
cry before. 


Nikki's face plummeted down into the palms of his hands in a state of distress. 


"Oh shit, what's the matter?" | said, walking over to him and forgetting for a minute that | was supposed to be 
angry with him. 


"No! Fuck don't look at me, | don't anyone saying Nikki Sixx is a fucking pansy!" He shouted, putting out his hand 
so that the tips of his fingers just barely touched my chest and he pushed me back. 


"Nikki you shit! I'm not gonna think you're a pansy!" | knocked his hand out of the way and came closer anyway, 
putting a hand on his shoulder. "Now, what's the matter?" 


"Fuck Vince, | don't know, it must be the drugs," He gestured toward the needles on the floor. 
"| don't get it. The drugs always made me feel good," | said, sounding like a bit of a bimbo. 
He stared at me like | had just swallowed a chicken and shook his head, 


"Vince, are you totally clueless! Of course it isn't the drugs! | mean, | take drugs all the time and it never does 


this, what makes you even believe for one second it might be the drugs!" 

"Well Nikki, | don't know, why don't you tell me what the fuck is the matter with you because to tell you the 
truth, you've been acting a bit differently lately. | mean, you're always a bit of a dick but nowadays you've 
been a bigger one than usual. And you haven't been with many girls ya know, and I'm getting a bit sick of your 


shitty attitude toward-;" 


"IM GAY YOU PRICK!" Nikki finally exploded, shouting it at the top of his lungs and shaking my shoulders 
frantically. 


| was shocked. | didn't believe him, | didn't want too. 
"You're..you're what?" | stood back. 


"IM GAY!" He rubbed his hand just below his eye, wiping away a stray tear that had somehow managed to 
slither its way out. 


"Why are you all upset and sad and shit? | mean, i'm the fuckin’ one that has to deal with this!" | announced, in 


a way that might've sounded very self-centered if it had been said by someone else. 


Nikki pulled a face that was somewhere between a sneer and a sarcastic smile, "Well, it's not the easiest thing 


to tell people you brain-dead fuck!" 


"Well, What the fuck made you realise this shit in the first placel?" | asked, not wanting to necessarily know, 
but intrigued by it nonetheless. 


‘| guess..well.. | think it was when you were hitting on that girl last night at the strip joint, and | was more 
turned on by you than by her," He wouldn't look me in the eye. 


‘Oh shit!" | shook my head, "No!" 
"Wow Vince, you're making this really easy for me you know," He said sarcastically. 


"Easy for you! Fuck Nikki, this is like..it's like you've taken off your boot and hit me over the face with it!" | 


screamed, "| mean, do you want to fuck mel?" | think | was shouting a bit too loud now. 

"No," He muttered. 

"Well..|.| just never would've thought you were.." | stopped in mid-sentence. 

He shook his head and another tear swished down his cheek slowly and he sat himself back on the sofa. 


This is the more innocent side of Nikki. A side rarely seen of him and slightly out -of- place in his character, 


compared to his usual behaviour. 


| shook my head, "Dude, | can't be with you right now, ya know?" | murmured, turning to walk out the door 
that was still broken. All rage that was once in my system was now replaced with shock. It was strange 
hearing this. It was like Nikki had just made a declaration of love to me..well, the closest Nikki would ever come 


to a declaration of love to me. And it left me feeling two things; Confusion..and a powerful turn on. 


| walked out the door and into the hallway, when suddenly | felt myself being pushed up against the corridor 
wall by two strong, bruising hands and ten strong, bruising fingers. 


| winced and my breathing was constricted against the hardness of the wall. 


A low laughter rang in my ear and | immediately recognised it to be Nikki. But then again, who else did | expect 


it to be at this particular moment. 


"Let me go," | hissed dangerously, as | felt one of his hands on my back and the other on my shoulder, while 
his chest kept my body pressed against the wall. 


His innocent side was gone, and the guy holding me here now was the spoilt Nikki Sixx that couldn't stand me 
walking away from him. 


"Nol" He laughed viciously, and | felt his teeth nip my shoulder. 

"Fuck!" | tried not to be too loud, but he was hurting me and he was so fucking strong! 

"Vince, | swear, anyone would think that you were the innocent little lamb in all this. But you want me and you 
know it, and | know it, and the world knows it. Its obvious! | love your resistance but it's so frustrating 
sometimes. All those moments when we were so close to fucking, and you pulled away. It's fun to chase you, 
and | want to chase you more, but fuck | got to have a taste," His voice was dangerously low and his mouth 


was tracing kisses around the back of my neck. 


| groaned, and any resorts of denial that might've been there before were now gone with that one little moan 
that came from his touch. | could feel his smile. 


| turned around and grabbed his hair, 

"You want a taste? I'll give you a fucking taste." 

| pressed my mouth roughly against his and pushed him back into his room until we were both down on the 
sofa, wrestling each other's tongue for dominance. Of course it was in Nikki's nature to want to be in control, 
but fuck that! | was going to be the dominator cause that little punk is too used to getting what he wants. 
"You're such a spoilt little fucker," | whispered to him through my shallow breathing and in between kisses. 
"It works for me, doesn't it," he laughed, "| always get what | want." 

"You and Tommy are both the same," | made the observation 


"Hm, yeah," He moaned, grabbing a fistful of my hair and pulling me down into a deeper kiss. 


| could taste the blood off his lips from where it had trickled when | punched him. It was so intimate, that | 
could taste his blood. It was like having his life on my lips, and the rush was overwhelming. 


"You and Tommy are both spoilt brats," | said, pulling back and wincing at the strong hold he had on my hair. 
"Why are you bringing Tommy into this?" He asked. 
"Cause you two deserve each other more than me and you deserve each other." 


"Bull shit!" Nikki whispered, kissing up the side of my face. 


| caught glimpse of my watch and pulled away from the brunette that was pressed into the pillows of the 


sofa 

‘| got to go," | said, brushing my hair back with my hand and smiling. A little woozy from the lack of oxygen 
"So soon?" Nikki smirked, sitting up and pulling a cigarette out of his pocket and placing it into his mouth. 

| nodded and walked towards the door, humming to myself. 


| was about to leave when a small ball of worry formed in my stomach. | turned around to stare at the 


bassist, 

"Nikki?" 

His attention turned from the cigarette to me, 
"Yesss?" 


"Where's my motherfucking car?" | asked, slightly afraid it was in a dump somewhere, or in the middle of Los 
Angeles with a '$5 sign on it. 


He laughed and hauled himself from the couch over to where | was standing. He hooped one arm around my 
neck and breathed smoke into my face. 


"Vince. have no idea," He laughed, and before | knew what had happened, he was running full speed down the 


corridor away from me. 
"You bastard!" | yelled. 


And soon enough | was taking off down the corridor after him, yelling obscenities that made passing old couples 


and young children's jaws drop. 


What a strange day. 


